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ADVERTISEMENT to the TOWN. 


Gentlemen and Ladies, 


FHE Motice we had, of Leave to play in 
the Summer, was ſo ſudden, we had but 
little time to prepare Entertainments enough 
20 ſucceed each other; But, your Indulgence 
has been ſo great, we cannot omit this Oppor= 


tunity of returning our humble Thanks for 
your Favours, conferrd on a few Toung 


People, who pretend to no Merit, unleſs In- 
defatigable Induſtry, and Application, (goin'd 


with an Earneſt Deſire to pleaſe) may be 


allow'd as ſuch. 
The following Piece having been approv'd 


and deſir d; in Compliance to that Deſire, 


and to add to the Variety of our Entertan- 
ments, we have got ready in it as n e 
tiouſly as poſſible, and hope "twill give JSatis- 


Faction to our kind Auditors. We are, 


Gentlemen and Ladies, 
| Your Oblig'd, Obedient, 


guy 1h, Humble Servants, - 


The YOUNG CoMPANY, 


A 3 Dra- 


Margery's Mother, 


Dramatis Perſons. 


peartree, | Mrs. Roberts. 
Rako, Mr. Charke. 
Ply, Nr. Berry. 


Margery, ; ; | | Mr F. Her On. 


Mrs. Shireburn. 


Bride- Men, Bride-Mazds ſroeral „ in the 
Proceſſion of the Skimington, Officers, KC. 
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S c E NE, A Bank near FS Thames: 
Side, at Fulham, 


«IF 


« I 
The Curtain drawn up, diſcovers Peartree alone, 
lying in a melancholy Poſture pore the Bank, after 


the Ouverture. 


IND flowing Thames, thy 
Waves move ſoftly on, 
And gently daſh againſt the 
worn- out Stone 
As if they fear'd roo rudely to 

embrace 
The tott'ring Piles of this our Landing - Place. 
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So when to Love-Toys I have been enclin'd, 
And preſs'd my Marg'ry to be true and kind; 
Left with her Boddice-Bones I'd done her Harm, 
Around her Waiſt I'd gently throw my Arm. BP 
Then I was bleſt, but oh I ne'er ſhall more L 
Help her to gather in the Market Store! 
Adieu Stocks» Market, farewel Covent-Garden ! 
Where I have taken many a lucky Farthing. 
Farewel this once-lov'd Bank, and purling Stream, 7 
Which, with my Madge, a Paradiſe did ſeem: 8 
Now, all is vaniſh'd, like an idle Dream! | 


1 © cm WO 


AIR I. Gently touch the warbling Lyre. 


Many Love- Fits I have had, 

But none &er like this have known, 
This Wench's Charms have made me mad, 
Aid quite turn'd me upſide down. 

As Leeks and Onions to Broth Reliſh give, 
From her, IT Life and Joy receive. 


Some ſay, Peaſe-Porridge burſts the Gut; 
Surely Love will break the Heart: 

If I had ne'er ſeen this Slut, 
J ne'er then had felt this Smart. 

O cruel Madge be yet my Bride ! 

If not, may Tom well drub thy Hide. 


Enter Rako. 


Rako. Hey day Peartree alone, and melan- 
choly! | 5 5 
What can occaſion this ſurprizing Folly? 


What 
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The Co uu TRY- WEDDING. 3 
What ails the Man! he neither ſees, nor hears; 
Sure thou art boozy with thy own ſalt Tears! 


Rouze Man, and ſpeak, ſhake off this ſullen Mood. 


Pear. Ralo, thou haſt to me been ever good. (e 
Rako. Peartree, thou know'ſt, I'd ſerve thee 
with my Blood. | 
Pear. * long have lov'd; thy Faithfulneſs I've 
tryd 

In many a Battle boxing by my Side. 

Of ev'ry Joy but thee J am bereft; 

Now, thou art al the Comfort I have left. [Cries. 


AIR II. Whilſt the Town's brim ſull of Folly. 


Rako. Whilſt the 7 own runs all a Gadding, | 
You lye ſniv' ling here a Madding, 
They ſing, dance, and u quaſf'; 


Ip all this puling, crying, pining / 
Hang all ſobbing, ſighing, whining z 
Pr'yihee riſe, be gay and laugh. 


Why do you cry? 
Pe. r. Rako, in Love I'm croſt, 


 Marg'ry my Sweetheart, Margery is loft. 


Rako. Ah Peartree, you're too good, and love 
too true 


Had Jr firſt lighted her, he'd follow'd you. 


AIR 
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AIR III. Bury-Fair. 


No more let Sorrow pain you, 
Since Madge has prov'd unkind : 
What tho one Falſe diſdain you, 
An hundred more you'll find. 


Refrain your Love, fre'll ſue for 5 
And follow you the more; 
_ The alſe Slut then will rue for t. 
ſoon your Joy reſtore. 
1 ben merry merry merry merry merry merry be, 
and rove and range like me. 


Pear This Preaching 5 vain; we love, and as a 
\ \ Token, 

A crooked Sixpence was between us broken. 

Yet, do I live to ſay it! I am croſt, 

And my dear beſt lov'd Margery is loft. 
Ralo. This is indeed a Blow I did not dread! 

What, is ſhe falſe, or ſick, or is ſhe dead? 


Pear. Mine is the ſaddeſt Chance that cer you 


knew: 
She's living, dead; ſhe's falſe, and yet ſhe's true, 
Being to Goodneſs from her Youth inclin'd, 
W hate'er the Parſon ſays, ſo fills her Mind; 
That tho' ſhe loves me, dearer than her Life, 
T*obey her Mother, ſhe'll be another's Wife. 
Tem Ply! who's lately to our Pariſh come ! 
Tom Ply! by whoſe curſt coming I'm undone ! 
Bur he has Cole, alas, and I have none! 


AIR 
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AIR IV. Tranſported with Pleaſure. 


That ſame ready Rhino 
Makes all things divine--0, 
And turns Black to White, 
And turns Black to White. 
While true Love's rejected, 
_ That makes the Fool reſpe-*- fed 


The Blockhead Polite. 
Rako. What Pity tis ſo ill a Woman ſhou'd 
5 A Daughter have ſo dutiful, and good! F 
e. | 


AIR v. A new Scotch Tune. 


How curs'd is Woman's greedy Mind ! 
To Riches ſtill inclin'd! 
N here Wealth is, they will none refuſe, 
The Devil himſelf with Money they'll chuſe 
To poor Love always blind. „ 


TT Pear. This is the Day, the cruel Fates decree, 
That Margery and Ply muſt marry'd be! 

| Here, as to Church they go, I will receive 

; Her laſt Farewel, and take my lateſt Leave. 
Leave, did I ſay! That Thought I cannot bear! 
No, from the Traytor's Arms I will her tear. 

Shall e'er fo true a Pair of Lovers part! 

Sooner theſe Hands ſhall reach theVillain's Heart; 

Or in a Cauſe fo honeſt, and fo juſt, 

Beat out his Eyes, and roll him in the Duſt. 


AIR 
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6 The CounTavy-WeppinNG. 
AIR VI. Bartholomew-Fair. 


PII pluck up a Courage, ere he with her to Church 


ſhall go, | 
Love has not ſo charm'd me, 
Nor Fear ſo diſarm'd me, 
To bear it ſo: 


Tho he's ſuch @ ſturdy Looby, built ſo ſtrong and tight, 


1 'll box, kick, cudgel, or wreſile, to guin her Hit. 


Rako. Peartree, this Courſe Marg'ry will ne'er 
_ approve, Fo EE, 

And by it you will ſurely loſe her Love. 
Pear. Rako, thou doſt not know the bitter Pain, i 


It is to love; and tho' belov'd again, 


For both to ſigh, and wiſh, yet wiſh in vain. 2 
Like well-lit. Marrow-Bones, I fry, I burn! 
With Love and Rage my Heart is rent and e, 


Like an old Jacłet that has long been worn! 


Rako. Alas I pity you, and feel your Grief; 


But Piry's fruitleſs, that brings no Relief. 


AIR VII. Bath Medly. 


Be ever merry, 
Brisk, gay aud airy; 
It is but a Falls 
To be melancholy: 
Ne'er think of To- Morrow, 
But caſt off all Sorrow; © 
For carking and caring belongs to the Great. 


Content 
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Content is Treaſure, 
Gives Joy without Meaſure 
Mcalih's but a Bubble, 
Of Folly and Trouble 
Fhile great Ones grieve daily, 
We'll laugh and ſing gayly, 
And look with Contempt on their wretched hard Fate. 


Pear, Like one that's to the Gallows doom'd 
am 1, . 
Who knows when Morning comes that he muſt 
FE IT „„ 
0 Yet Night to him ſo horrid does appear, 


He ſighs, and ſometimes wiſhes Morning near; 
Then, ſtarting at the Thoughts of coming Day, 
He weeps, and wiſhes Night wou'd ever ſtay. 
Oft looks he for the Light he ſo much fears, 
And each bright Star to him a Sun appears. 
But when Morn comes, then all his Hopes are” 
oer; = | FS, | 
With fruitleſs Sighs and Tears he does deplore 
The Sun's Upriſe, which he muſt ne'er ſee more. 


AIR VIII. Oh how pleaſant are young Lovers: 


You'd up Holbourn I were ſailing, 

In a Cart to Tyburn-Tree! 7 

Since my Love is not prevailing, 
Friendly Halter ſet me free. 
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Joy and Comfort now forſake me, 
Nought but Death can give me Eaſe ; 
Grief and Sorrow overtake me 
There I'd ſwing and die in Peace. 


Raks. P've juft now thought which way to eaſe 
thy Pain: 
Tl ſtop this Match, and ſet all right again. 
Pear. Away, you flatter me, it cannot be. 
Rako. It ſhall. Take Heart, and leave the reſt 
to me. 


I've laid a Scheme I'll warrant you will do; 
Of which, anon, I will inform you too. 8 
Yonder he i is; Peartree, be mild and meck, 


Let Rage be dumb, and like a Lover ſpeak. 


Pear. She comes, the comes, whoſe Beauty has 


undone me; 


But oh ſhe comes, to go for ever from me! 


Rako. Let's hide our ſelves behind the Bank, 
and ſee, 


If, as thou griev'ſt for her, he grieves for thee; 3 
| Or if, like other Women, falſe ſhe be. "= 


AIR IX. Gang the World as it will Þll ne er 
leave thee. 


2 foe 1 tind than fair? 

An then forſake ber- 

Rather than court Deſpair, 
Let the Deel take her. 


Falſe and Deluſive as the Glow-worm's Fire i 16, 
4. ho ud as Neeling Air, Woman's Deſire is; 


That 
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: That Phantom, Will o'th* Wiſp, Id. ſooner follow, 
Or, in his wanton Flight, the ſwift-wing'd Swallow, 


| Excunt. 
Enter Margery. | 
AIR X. Send back wy long-ſtray'd Eyes. 


Tho" humble are my Birth and State, 
Zet I am wretched as the Great 
Pm forc'd like them for paultry Pelf, 
In Love diftreſi'd, 
By Duty preſs d, 8 
To pleaſe Mama, and plague my Self. 


Here with my Peartree often have I fat, 


"Till tann'd in Sunſhine, in the Rain 'till wet! 
But Rain or Shine, 'twas all a Caſe; poor I 


For nothing elſe did care, ſo he were by ! 


Peartree, the comelieſt Youth my Eyes &er ſaw! 
Peartree, fo Wiſe, that what he ſaid was Law! 8 
Peartree, ſo Stout, he kept the Town in Awe! 
Peartree, belov'd of all the Maids; yet he, 


Truc-hearted as he is, loves none but me. 


Enter Peartrec. 


I come, dear Madge, to ſay no more but this, 

Before I die, let's have a Parting Kiſs. 5 
Marg. Ay, take it Peartree, whilſt 'tis mine to 

give, 

And * it laſt as long as both ſhall live. 

Lam not marry'd yet: I will, I will; 

Fho' 'twixt my Love and me, there ſtood Kigh 
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High as the Monument, or run a Stream 

Wide as the Thames, I'd venture thro” to him. 
Nor Hills, nor Streams my Love and me ſhould 
-- parts 


I'd ſnatch him thus, thus hold him to my Heart! 
But I muſt go, the Wedding ſtays for me; 
Ah curſed Wedding, fince *tis not to thee! | Going. 


AIR XI. Dear pretty Maid. 


Pear. Dear Margery 
Stay, ſtay and ſee, 
Tour Peartree's cruel Pain; 
Dear Margery, 
Pray pity Me, 
And eaſe poor Peartree's Pain. 


Marg. Dear Peartree turn, 
See, ſee me burn 
With Love as hot as Thine : 
With thee I'd Wed, 
But I'm forbid; 
Ah me, Hy worſe Luck is mine! 


Pear. Nemember, Dear Madge, 
. How oft I have turn'd 
hen I left thee behind; 
The Scare-crow ſo 
Moves to and fro, 


With ev'ry Blaſs of Wind. 


Diear Marg'ry turn. 
Marg. See, ſee me burn 
With Love as hot as thine. 


Pear. 


] 


ar. 


The C OUNTRY-WEDDING. 11 
Pear. With thee I'd Wed, | 
Marg. But Pm forbid ! 0 
Both. Ah me, th worſe Luck is mine! 


Pear. O my lov'd Marg'ry muſt we, muſt we 


REF. -- 
| Mery My Mother is reſoly'd to break my 
heart! 
Oh Peartree, Peartree / 
Pear. Oh my Margery! 
Marg. Where are you, Love? for Crying 1 
can't ſee! 


Enter Mother, and a Bride- Man. 


Mother. Come, come, make haſtez old Sweets 
hearts part fo ſlow: 


It now grows late, and we to Church muſt go. 


Pear. And muſt J loſe her! muſt I at laſt de- 


pair! 


What have I done, that I this Plague muſt bear? 
If I had been a wild, unruly Youth, - 

Hlad Lying lov'd, and had nor ſpoke the Truth; 
Or if my Parents I had diſobey'd, 


And when I ſhould have work'd, had idly play d ʒ 


to wicked Whoring ] were us'd, 
Or wit! ill Language Gentlefolks abus'd; 


Then my MiCton had indeed been juſt: 


But now I ſuffer only *cauſe I muſt. 


Marg: Part with my Peartree! part, and wed 
other ! 


Ori Ply, and much more crucl Mother ! 


B AIR 
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AIR XII. Don't you rumple my Touzy. 


Mother. Iz vain, in vain is Delaying; 
: The Parſon waits, 
And Ply entreats, 
In vain, in vain is Delaying, 
Dun trifle the Time away: 
The People are all in a taking 
To think that your Spouſe you're forſa- 
king, 3 | - 
The Brides Cake too is a Baking, 
You muſt no longer flay. 


Thou ſniv'ling Carrion, hold thy fooliſh Tongue; | 


Mr. Ply's Patience has been try'd too long. ; 
Thou ſham'ſt thy Breeding too, as one may ſay, 
To misbehave thus, on thy Wedding- Day 
With crying thus, thy Face is almoſt ſpoil'd: 
The Leg of Mutton too'll be over-boil'd. 
Marry come up, why here's a Rout I tro; 
When I, like you, was to be wed, I know, 
was a little ſqueamiſh too, and ſhy: 
But then I didn't blubber, whine, and cry, 8 
Tho' I was loath the tickliſn State to try. 
Vet after all I boldly ventur'd on, 
| 1 bleſs'd my Stars next Morn that it was 
one. | 


AIR 
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AIR XIII. From me to thee ſhe turns 
her Eyes. | | 


Don't fly, 
__ Comply, 
And take your Spouſe : 
Ere Morn you'll ſmiling ſay, 
2 Tas vain to weep, 
: And ſtrive to keep 
What muſt and will away. 
Tho Fear a-while the Maid alarms, 
| Lowe's Tryal ſoon that Fear diſarms, 
Aud drives all Care away. 
8 Marg. Sure they're deceiv'd, who think with 
7 5 Grief to dye! T 1 
Ar leaſt J cannot, while my Peartree's by! 
The Daiſie thus, that decks the flow'ry Fields, 
Beneath the Plowman's heavy Hobnails yields; 
Shrinks, droops, inclines irs Head, and does nt 
RAVE, CE ens 

e Yet while the Day remains, it keeps alive, 

. Warm'd and preſerv'd by the enliv'ning Sun; 
But withers quite, and dies when that is gone. 
Pear. Ah! whither art thou going? curſed 

hens N Thought! . TY 

Nov I cou'd call thy Mother all to Nought, 
_ Run Mad, fall out, and fight to keep thee mine; 
Ply has no Right, and I can ne'er reſign! 

5 Marg. When 1 am dead, my Mother'll wiſh 

IR too late, % 

She hadn't forc'd on me the Man I hate. 


$ Ez. When 
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When that Time comes, let this Thought dry 
ber Eyes, 5 
I more than ſaid, I learnt my Catechize. 


AIR XIV. My Time, Oh ye Muſcs, was 
happily ſpent. 


Ah muſt I for ever from my true Lover part? 
How wretched my Fate] break, break, ſlubborn 
Heart . | ' 
Dung Peartree will never more kiſs his poor Fool 

Sure I was tipſey when I promis'd this Tool. 
Grief beyond Meaſure! 
is not to be born, 
To loſe my Heart's-Treaſure, 
And wed where I ſcorn.” 
Grief beyond Meaſure, &c. 


Pear, We're like two Kittens long together 
oo 5 TS 
That fondly lov'd, and innocently play'd; 
Till one of cruel Heart, and ſpiteful Pow'r, 
Conveys 'em both into the Common- Shore; 
The Male by chance ſticks in the clogging Mud; 
The tender Female's driven down the Flood: 
Their Death together, gladly they'd receive 
And more their Parting, than their Dying 
. eee, | „ 
But oh in vain to meet they ſtruggling try; 
Like us they part, and ſeparately dye. 5 
Fg [I [Peartree is Haul'd out one Way, 
aud Margery another.] 


mn 


Enter 
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Euter the Wedding. 
AIR XV. March in Fjoridante. 


Ply. On this happy Day, 
| That baniſhes all Care away, 
To celebrate 
Our happy State, 
Let ev'ry one be gay. 


Chorus. Come ſing, Boys; let's be gay, 
Upon this happy happy Day, 
P 
Their happy State, 
With Mu 7 ick, Mirth, and Play. 


Ply. This is the happy Day, 
That gives me Joy and e 
Bleft Ply, happy now, * 
Beyond all Meaſure! 


Chorus. This is the happy Day, 
| That gives you Foy and Pleaſure ; 5 


Bleſt Pair, happy now, 
Beyond all Meaſure. 


Marg. Ceaſe theſe gay Sounds, nor ought 


that's frisky play, F-. 
Your Fiddles break, and Fiddleſticks throw a-\ 
way, 
Or tune your mournful'ſt Notes upon this 


Day, 


B3 | And 
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And with my doleful Dirty bear a Part, 


Sung with a trembling Voice, and broken Heart. 


AIR XVI, My Nany-O. 


Hhen Marg'ry is another's Wife, 
Grief will her Peartree Kill, O, O, 
th' Garden Ditch hell end his Life, 
Or hang him on a Willow, Oh / 
Alas, young Men, and Maids, if ſo, 
A Willow, or whate'er Tree, Tree oh“ 
[II tye my Garter to a Bough, 
And die along with Peartree, oh! 
My lov'd and loving Peartree, oh / 
And thus, I tro, T 
Tou all will know, 
Iod dearly I love Peartree, ob / 


Oh Peartree / Fe 
P. —— - Marg ry, how you ſhow your Wit, 


Thinking on him poor Wretch, you me forget. 
Mother. Why what a Whining's here! Hulwife 
ha' done 5 „ 
Sure I know beſt who's fit to be my Son. 
There's Mr. Ply can keep a pair of Oars, 
And has got Money to pay Alehouſe Scores. 


AIR XVII. Come follow, follow me. 


That Wench is ſurely bleſt 
 #Lhoſe Love has Store of Gold; 
Of all Things that's the beſt, 
To have and eke to hold. 

55 5 Other 
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Other Joys will fade away, | 
But Love with Gold will ever ſtay. 


Ph. Fon ay that Peartree's handſome z that 


I chink e a finer Man than he. 
Marg. Lud how he ſtruts, how odious is his 
Face! 
Oh undone Madge, how wretched is thy 
Caſe, | 


Unleſs you fave me from his loarh'd Embrace! 


A IR XVII. Peggy of Wandſworth, 


Begone, thou bluſtring Varlet, 

Thou never ſhalt have my Heart; 
7 were fitter thou wed ſome Harlot, 

Has danc'd behind a Cart. 

Go hang thy Self, 

| Thou wretched Elf, 
Nor offer to touch my Hand; 
To Dear Peartree, 
ll conſtant be; 

What Maid that Youth can withſanl?. 5 
55 hang thy Self, &c. 


Mother Out, out, alas thou wanr'it thy Ma- 
. ther's Wir, 


Thou canſt not tell what Men, or Things are fit. 
Cou'dſt thou judge well, rhou'dft not make all 


this Pother 
For ſuch a worthleſs Fellow; mind thy Mother, 
Who better knows; ſee here What I preſent you; 


A Man of his great Parts may ſure content you. 


B 4 Ply. 
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Ply. Ay by my Troth, ſuch Parts as he has 
not; 
Were I to ſhow my Strength, he'd go to Pot. 


For skill in Fight, tho Bragging 1 is my Scorn, 
'Tis known a ſtouter Fellow ne'er was born. 


AI R XIX. Ghoſts of e'ery ee 


Of with Men of furdy Faſhion, 
 Ev'ry Rank and ev'ry Nation, 
Ive my Courage try'd in Battle 3 
| Broke their Bones and made em rattle, 
hben left em ſprawling in their Blood. 
Het ring Braves that roar'd lite Thunder, 
have fought, and made knock under. 
In this Town [ve kept my Charter, 
And would never yet give Quarter. 
Back-ſword Bullies, | 
Fencing Cullies, 
Boxing . hipſters, 
Wreſtling Tripſters, 
And ever made my Party good. 


But this is | actbing to what I have done. 
Mother. Sure I have got an Angel to my Son. 
Marg. A lying, bragging Devil, rather ſay; 

Peartree's an Angel, whom you drive away. 
Ply. Say what you will, but I'll take _ d'ye 
| ſec, 

Your Angel ne' er ſhall make a Devil of me. 

Marg. O never fear, ſince I muſt be your 
Wife; 

That is, muſt be made wretched for my Lie: 


When 
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When once the Marriage Ceremony's o'er 
I never will behold my Peartree more. 
Mother. That's my good Child, you = but 
what is fit: 
And then you Peartree quickly will forget. 
Marg. Forget! not think upon him! .cruel 
Mother ! 
Forget my Peartree ] is there ſuch another! 
Chickens ſhall be forgotten by the Hen; 
And Maids of Fifteen never think of Men! 
The Valleys all be dry, the Hill-Tops wers i 5 
A then Things {hall be that ne'er were yet 8 
If, while I live, my Peartree I forget! 


A IR XX. Fye Gar rub her o'er w Straw. 


E. Je, ſweet as the Bean- Bloſſom, 
Many a time would he repeat 
Preſs me to his tender Boſom, 
Pretty heart, how would it beat ! 
In the cooling Mulberry ſhade, 
Full lovingly we us'd to fit, 
On a flow'ry Bed he had made; 
Can Mar gery all this forget . 


Enter peartree and Rako. 


Pear. Lm come once more, to gaze upon thy 


Face, 
To take a Kiſs, and beg a laſt Embrace. 


Embrace. 
Sure you have little Value for your Life, 
That dare ks 


re my Face chus hug my Wife. 


Pear. 
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Pear. Before thy Face, thou Fool, and Wife, 
55 and dare! 
Oh Marg' ry, Marg'ry, teach me how to bear! 
Ply. No Man that wears a Head dares uſe me ſo, 
And I'll have Satisfaction 'ere you go. 
Let's, this decide by Boxing; fain I'd try, 
Who Marg ry beſt deſerves, or you, or I. 


A IR XXI March in Rinaldo. 


Ply: Strip into your Buff, 
Come let us try the Battle, 
PII make thy Bones to rattle, 
Strip, Strip, and let us Cuff. 


Pear. See the Guard I fland, | 
Come on then, for PII box ye, 
PI fight ftoutly for my Doxy, 
And Win her by this Hand. 


Ply. Come on, You'll find 
| For Madge PII work your Buff, Sir, 
For all your bouncing Huff, Sir, 
And Beat you till you're Blind. 


Both 5 Come on, Yow'll find, &c. 


repeat. 3 


Marg. Peartreee, you” re moſt unkind; z you know 
7 
— ſee you box, the Fright wou'd make me 
ie. 
4 Noiſe behind the Scene. 


Phy. 
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Ph. What Noiſe is that? . 
1/: Brideman.—— F ll tell thee: T'other 
„ 5 | 
There 2 at Neighbour Stitch's Houſe a Fray: 
He being but a Taylor had the worſe, 
And the Grey-Mare e' en prov'd the better Horſe. 
And that the Shrew's great Courage may be 
known, 
They ride to-day forſooth a Skimmington. 
This ſad Example ſtrongly will aſſure you, 
Medlock's not always bleſt; e' en let that cure 
you: 8 
You'll find more Woe than Pleaſure with a 
Spouſe, . 5 
Ev'n tho' thro? Virtuc the ſhou'd ſpare your 
Brows. © - 
Love is the Devil, Marriage all a Cheat: 
Let Peartree have her; and do you retreat. 
Tis a fine Thing to ride about the Town; 
Pray now obſerve, and make the Caſe your own. 


' 


Enter the Ceremony of the Skimmington, 


The March ſung by the Women who attend the 
Ceremony. b 


AIR XXII. March in Scipio. 
Good Wires, pray learn 
Your Husbands Rage to quell - 


And follow this Example, 
Whenever they rebel. 


This 
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This man-like buxom Dame, 

The Breeches long has worn 

Henceforth no more be tame, 
But valiant in your T urn. 


. Then good Fives all pray learn, &c. 


, the Skimmington is paſt, enter Officers whe 
ſeize Ply. 


— 


: Officer. Friend, we arreſt you. 
Ply. ————— Surely you're miſtaken. 
Officer. Come, come, no ShnMing; that won't 
ſave your Bacon. 
Your ſly Conveyance has at laſt miſcarry'd 
You muſt with us, inſtead of being marry'd. 
We ſeize both you and your ill-gotten Wealth 
Being inform'd you run off Goods by Stealth, 
And pay the King no Duty 
Ply. — —— Pox of ill Luck! 
That; it ſhou'd happen now, I'm Thunder ſtruck ! 
The Pitcher to the Well thus oft does come, 
And yet at laſt, like me, comes broken home! 
[Ply is carry'd off. 
Ee aud Margery run into each other” s Arms. 


AIR XXII. Ai be Stow i in Valleys lying, 
Marg. See, 4 how all the Powers above, 
Bleſs and reward irue-hearted Love : 
Now Ply's gone, I'm yours again. 


Farewell 


— 
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Farewell Pain, and Wlcome Pleaſure, 
In thy Arms Pre all my Treaſure, 
Melcome Pleaſure, Farewell Pain. 


Both 
repeat. 


5 Welcome Ae &c. 


Pear. O my dear Marg ry, 0 my o'crfond 
r 


Now tell thy Mother we muſt never part. 
A IR XXIV. Chloe proves falſe.” 
Mother. 22 dreadful M. /ebtef this Regue has 


Been vrewing / 
Marg. Thank my kind Stars, tis now quite 
overblown. 
Pear. Since your dear Daughter is thus ſavd 
from Ruin, 


Hear a true Lover, and no longer 


frown, 
Marg. Your Looks diſcover, 
Your Fary is over. 
Pear. Your Bleſſing now we crave. 
Mother. That you ſhall freely have, 
Your Joys 4% crown. 


Mather, Since I was thus deceiv'd, your Fears 
ive o'er, 


For I'm reſolv'd never to part you more: 

My Girl ſhall never marry ſuch a Cheat; 

I'm glad I know it too, ere twas too late. 4 
ne 
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And ſince the Folks are all here at my bidding, 


Now Tom Ply's gone, it ſhall be Peartree's 
Wedding. 


AI R XXV. T: amo Tanto, 


Rak. . — 
Pear. - Win 
Marg. Hot-Pot, 
Mother --- Aud Gin ſhall inſpire us, 
Rak. Ev'ry one here ſhall be Jovial and Ga. 

Muſick, N 
Mother - Le, 
Marg. Dancing, 
Pear -- And Kiſſes will fire us; 


 Rak. Nothing but Foy fhull bs ſæen an r thic Day: © 
Mother. Preſſing, 


Pear. --------- Care ſſing, 5 
Rak .. Mith Healths to the new-made Pair; 3 
Marg. Singing, 
Pear. Bells ringing, 

Marg. ---+-------=---Baxiſh all Care. 


CHORUS of ALL. 


Porter, No Hot- Pet, and Gin ſhall inſpire us, 
Ev'ry one here Hall be jovial and gay. 
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